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further end of the gallery, he heard a clash of armour:
Turning hastily, he observed the buckler and shield to
shake, which once his great ancestor Norban wore; and in
which, in Palestine, he testified his valour to the Saracens.
He regarded the event as accidental, and on pursued his
melancholy walk: Hearing the sound again, he looked up,
and perceived the coat of mail to tremble on the crooks
where it hung, and the gauntlet moved as if it beckoned
him, . . . He ascended a few steps, and begun to hand the
armour, when he distinguished, within the breast-plate, a
light like the fainting rays which glow worms shed within
the shadowy bower at eventide. Advancing further, he dis-
covered that the beams proceeded from a small onyx cross,
which hung concealed by the armour, suspended in a golden
chain, from the collar.... A sudden propensity led Astianax
to place the chain upon his neck. Soon as the amulet had
touched his bosom, from every point of the cross, there fell
warm drops of blood; and, with a horrid clangour, the
armour shook in every joint!"1 The resemblance of rattling
armour and drops of blood to The Castle of Otranto is obvious.
As soon as Jessalind, the wife of Astianax, leaves the
family mansion, and the rapacious officers of Lord Melvil
come to take possession of it, "all the elements in war
seemed to have made this habitation the scene of their dire
vengeance! Fierce lightnings blazed in the apartments, and
rush upon each gallery! Tremendous bursts of thunder
shook the building to its foundation! As if a torrent poured
its waters down the stairs, the noise of vast cascades were
heard; and, in the painted gallery, the agitated coat of mail,
sounded with the clangour of a mighty combat/*2 Grammar
excused, this may well be a passage out of Maturin.
In the character of Father Peter we have the first mild
sketch of the monk who was later to become so famous and
so mysterious in Lewis and Mrs. Radcliffe. "His meagre
tall figure, was made lean by a mind of anxiety, and his pale
visage and hollow eyes, expressed avarice and envy. He had
acquired a bigotry of principle, from example rather than
judgment; his monastic learning not advancing his charity,
*The Hermtage, A British Story, York, 1772, pp. 13-18.           *Ibid., pp. 74-5.